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wrong thing. He was afraid of forgetting forever how to
give treatment, how to think, how to read. The world
had retreated from him, lost its sounds, scents, its
perceptibility. And that was quite natural—how could
the world be the same if Sonechka and Lyalya were no
longer in it?
But as the doctor went from coach to coach, his
surroundings became more real to him. The words
written in the diagnosis and spoken by those around
penetrated his consciousness more quickly, and called
forth the proper thoughts and reactions. His attention was
concentrated as usual upon the accustomed objects, and
those objects in their turn took on their former character.
Voices no longer came from far, far away, they were
right there beside him, and each voice had its particular
cadence. Plaster-of-Paris and bandages had their charac-
teristic unpleasant smell, the stethoscope brought its
familiar sounds to his ear. Here was a man who must go
to the isolation compartment, he showed signs of
pneumonia of the right lung.
The world wanted to go on living, even though
Sonechka and Lyalya were no longer in it. That was
incomprehensible, terrible, but the doctor could do
nothing about it. He himself was alive. He wanted to see
the capricious patient about whom Danilov had told
him.
No. 20 turned out to be a strong man of thirty with
curly hair and rosy cheeks. He had thrown off his shirt
and was lying on top of the rumpled sheet, bare to the
waist. His torso was rosy, the shoulders rounded like a
woman's. Lutokhin, Ivan Mironovich the doctor read
in the case book.
"Any complaints?" asked the doctor.
Lutokhin complained of the heat.
"Pm always too hot," he said. "In the hospital they
used to give me deep baths, that was the only thing that
cooled me."
Then he began to groan, loudly and theatrically,
throwing his head back and rolling his eyes.
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